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malanga; so we all insisted that she must go and carry out his wishes. I have no doubt it is very trying for her, but I hope it will do her good in the end.
February 24.
WE expected the malanga party home on Wednesday evening, but they did not arrive; and you may imagine how distressed I was when Mitaele appeared on Thursday morning to tell me that they were close behind him, but that Lloyd was very ill. He has got dengue fever, just when we thought we were all going to escape it. Fortunately the road is now so far advanced that they were able to drive up all the way, and poor Lloyd was half carried into the house and put straight to bed. He has been alarmingly ill ever since, and has needed constant attendance and nursing; so terribly weak and faint that we were very anxious about him. The doctor says he is going on well, but that he will need great care, and that it will be a long time before he gets his strength back. I believe, by the way, that the malanga was a great success; but Lloyd's illness has given us little time to talk about anything else.
There has been one other matter, however, that has demanded some attention. Reports have of late been industriously circulated, to the effect that Louis had been selling rifles to the rebels. For some time we only laughed at them,